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	1. Chapter 1

**okay, so, welcome to my first yyh fic. I haven't written anything in a long time so go easy on me. I'm not sure what exactly this will turn into, but it will most definitely be explicit. First and foremost though, I would love critique or comments of any kind. On to the fic! **

**Disclaimer: you know the drill.**

"You want him."

This wasn't a question, though Kurama regarded it as one.

In the safety of his own residence, three demons resided. The brash fire demon who had just spoken sat statuesque on the windowsill, eyes closed. Moonlight poured in around him. Kurama, legs crossed, occupied his desk chair, while the third demon, who had appeared so very human not long before, slept fitfully in the kitsune's bed. Yusuke looked so tired, even as he slept.

Yet he also looked more powerful than ever before with his wild mane of dark hair and the marks of the mazoku still sprawled against his skin. Kurama had to admit to himself then that he did, in fact, want a taste of that power. To Hiei, however, he said nothing. They watched Yusuke together; watched his hands clench the bedsheets. They heard his small whimpers of regret. At one time, he had muttered the name of Sensui.

"You should help him feel better. The boy is suffering." Kurama startled at the softness that wrapped the normally harsh voice of the fire demon. Deep green eyes flashed confusion into inhumanly red ones, as if demanding an explanation. Hiei scowled. "Don't give me that look, Kurama." The harshness had not returned. "I have no kind words for him. I can't offer him comfort the way you can."

At that, Kurama smiled. "I suppose you don't mind whichever route I take to give him this comfort?" asked the kitsune, his still-present smile curious. The redhead expected anger but instead was met with agreement. Hiei shook his head, a small smirk apparent on thin lips. "I don't. As I said before, you want him. Do as you please." A silence passed before he added, "but if you get to taste him, so do I."

Yusuke groaned, body tensing. The two other demons eyed him warily. Had he managed to overhear, even in his sleep? But then the detective let out a small sigh and visibly relaxed against the bedsheets. Only then did Kurama realize that the thought of having the detective had caused their energies to rise slightly. Yusuke had reacted to the shift but must have subconsciously realized it belonged to his friends.

Kurama's attention shifted once again to his partner, feeling those vibrant eyes on his body.

"Well," Hiei demanded, "do you agree to those terms? Or are you still so selfish with your treasures?"

The kitsune's expression took on a dark amusement. Their eyes remained deadlocked. "Of course not, Hiei. I am happy to share with you. But are you still so arrogant that you believe Yusuke will fall to our desires so easily?" Long ago this game of teasing each others insecurities would have brought forth tension or anger. Now it only seemed to ignite their unspoken passion for each other.

Hiei's lips stretched out for him into a delightfully wicked smile. Yusuke is a demon now, the smile seemed to shout. Expanding his theory verbally, Hiei whispered, "he won't be able to resist responding to our advances forever. His mind only needs to accept what his body already knows."

They dove into a comfortable silence, both of them considering the smaller one's words. Suddenly Yusuke tensed again, muttering "Keiko" like a prayer and reminding them of an obstacle they had uncharacteristically overlooked.

"She isn't significant to this," Hiei hissed at the kitsune, reading his sullen expression. "He can have the human girl in due time. But right now she can do nothing for him. She could never understand. She'll only get in the way." Kurama gaped at the fire demon in wonder. He suspected that even Hiei himself had not realized how much concern he was investing into the ex spirit detective's mental state. Still, Kurama agreed. Keiko would not help him understand his demon nature. In fact, she could only help to further alienate him.

Slowly, the kitsune stood from his chair and inched towards Yusuke. Well known was the fact that even in his sleep, the teen was a threat. Now even more so. When he was sure that fists wouldn't start flying at him, Kurama sat on the bedside. His long fingers cautiously reached down and smoothed thick hair away from Yusuke's face. To his surprise, a low sound of approval resonated within the boy's throat. Hiei watched from the window silently, but Kurama could feel his gaze, urging him to press further. So he did. He allowed his hand to wander down, gently pushing dark hair away from Yusuke's tanned (and bare) shoulder. He hesitated.

"Are you going to touch him or merely stare all night?" Hiei asked far too loudly, agitated, after only a few moments of stillness on Kurama's part. Emerald eyes shot a scolding look at him. "Lower your voice, Hiei. His energy is out of his control at the moment. If we startle him he could very well attack us. Need I remind you that we are not yet recovered from our battle?"

The fire demon did not admit it aloud but with his expression he conceded. Yes, they were both still weak from the battle in Makai-the word caused a careless, excited rise in his ki. He missed home. His partners ki rose in response but before the redhead could speak a word, a strong hand gripped his shoulder.

Kurama stared at the now-very-awake descendent of the Mazoku, who stared back with wild eyes. They were the color of rust, very unlike their usual warm brown. These eyes were hard, cold, unnerving. Hiei glanced at his sword almost nervously.

"Yusuke," the kitsune began softly. He mirrored the boy's action, though the pressure of his hand on Yusuke's shoulder was that of a ghost. "Yusuke, everything is alright now. I can tell you're disoriented but I assure you, you can relax. You're in my home."

"...In human world?"

"Yes, of course. If you wouldn't mind, could you please release my shoulder? I'm a bit sore."

Warmth quickly flooded back into Yusuke's eyes and he dropped his hand as though he caught fire. He looked down, ashamed. "I'm sorry, Kurama. I didn't mean to hurt you." Something dark and sad lingered behind his words. "I just felt..." He faltered then, clearly not wanting to speak of his emotions. Kurama squeezed his shoulder lightly, a push for him to continue. Their eyes met and the older boy's held no judgement behind them. "You don't have to share how you feel, but know that I am honored to listen to what you have to say."

Words spoken that way, so tenderly, to him? Yusuke's breath caught in his throat and he found himself having to choke down frantic curses. A panic gripped him and he suddenly had Kurama's red hair between his fingers, their faces inches apart. Breath ragged and panting, he spoke.

"I feel like I can't breathe, Kurama! I feel like I don't know who I am. I woke up just now wanting to pound you into the carpet, to bash your face in. Am I going crazy?" He pulled back to look into those wise green eyes but did not release his tightly threaded grip on his friends hair. No, he held onto him like his life depended on it.

Kurama opened his plush lips to speak but Hiei beat him to it.

"No, detective. You're not going crazy. Although its debatable that you weren't in the first place." He gave a dry chuckle when Yusuke's head comically whipped to face him.

The boy couldn't help but give a small laugh in return, momentarily forgetting his problems with a grin. "Three eyes? What're you doing here?" His ki flared with unexpected happiness. It took Hiei by surprise though his face remained blank.

The fire demon would never say that he stayed out of concern for his friend's stability during his transition. Yusuke had said earlier that day before exhaustion set in that he didn't feel much different, but they all knew that could change. Any moment could be different from the next.

When Yusuke spoke his name with confusion, Hiei realized he had stared at the detective a moment too long. "Don't get sentimental," he grunted. "I'm here because Kurama asked me to be. You clearly don't have adequate control of yourself. Kurama alone would not have enough power to stop you should you act on demonic impulses."

Yusuke shuddered, reminded of his most recent impulse. But surely he wouldn't have actually hurt Kurama? Kurama was his friend, his ally, someone he cared for deeply! He started to panic again and tried to pull into himself when a yelp next to him reminded him he still had a grip on Kurama's hair. Yusuke recoiled his fingers immediately and backed up against the bedframe. A nagging feeling inside him told him he needed to flee, he was cornered. He bit it down.

"Fuck, Kurama, I'm really sorry. I didn't realize I was still hanging on to your hair." Apologetic brown eyes searched his friend's face for a sign of anger, but didn't find one. Instead, it expressed understanding. Warmth. Friendship. "It's alright Yusuke. You don't need to be frightened. It will take some time to adjust to your enhanced senses and instincts, that's all." The kitsune sounded sincere, and then added with a smile, "knowing you, it should take no time at all. You adapt well."

Yusuke nodded, but looked uncertain. A question popped into his head. "Does it go away?" The two older demons stared at him, waiting for him to continue. It didn't take long. "I mean, am I always gonna wake up feeling like I wanna beat someone senseless? Like I wanna kill-" He cut himself off, unable to continue. Bringing his knees up to his chest he hid his face from his friends.

Hiei and Kurama shared a glance at one another. Both sets of eyes, though the latter more than the prior, screamed concern. The smaller one nodded towards Yusuke, demanding the kitsune to comfort him. Kurama didn't need to be asked twice.

Tentatively, as if approaching a wounded animal, the redhead arranged himself so he sat next to his friend. His strong arm wrapped around the boy's shoulders and pulled him closer. His friend tensed but did not pull away. "Yusuke," he whispered, leaning his mouth down to the detective's ear. "Don't fret. Your demon instincts have been dormant your whole life. It isn't surprising that they are overwhelming you right now. But I promise, they will be controllable. Give it time." Kurama's voice had turned husky by the last sentence. Being this close to Yusuke, to smell the power in his demon blood...before he realized enough to stop himself, he had pressed a kiss to the detective's sunkissed shoulder.

Yusuke yanked himself away to his feet instantly, bearing his sharp teeth in a way that wasn't familiar but felt so. "What the _hell_, Kurama?"


	2. Chapter 2

Kurama, for the first time in a very long time, wasn't quite sure what to say. Yusuke Urameshi stood facing him with a pointed glare and matching teeth. Behind him, an expressionless Hiei had drawn his sword. The silence between them all threatened to drive the fox insane.

He could not speak. He had no words.

He could only look at Yusuke with pleading eyes. _Don't_, they begged. _Calm down. _Kurama willed his lips to move. Finally, he formed a coherent sentence. "I apologize, Yusuke. I didn't mean to startle you," he began, holding his hands up in surrender. Yusuke's gaze softened and his eyebrows arched upwards curiously. Kurama continued.

"With how little control you have over your energy at this time, it's overwhelming to me, as well."

"What's that supposed to mean?" Yusuke asked curtly, cutting him off.

Hiei gave a snort from behind them. "Fool," he muttered, ignoring a glare from the fox. "Kurama is not submissive by nature, but your energy calls to him." The detective turned to gaze at him just as he flashed his wicked smile.

Still, Yusuke didn't understand. What did that have to do with a kiss? A kiss which, though light, he could still feel burning the skin of his shoulder. It terrified him.

Three things happened then that further confused the detective-turned-demon. He felt panic rise within his chest again, his ki spiked, and a low moan reached his ears from where Kurama sat on the bed. When he looked, the redhead was sweating and he wore an unusual expression that Yusuke couldn't place. "What's your deal? Are you okay?" Yusuke stepped forward, arm outstretched, but Kurama raised a hand against him.

"Don't, Yusuke. You don't understand what your energy is doing to me." The detective frowned. "Am I hurting you or something? Damn it, Kurama, just tell me what's going on!" His ki flared again, causing his friend to flinch away with a gasp. Whatever the hell was happening here, Yusuke didn't like it one bit.

So he tried hard to calm himself down. Slowing down his breath (after realizing he had started panting again), Yusuke settled himself comfortably on the floor, in between the two demons. He knew Hiei still had his sword aimed at his back, but felt confident he wouldn't use it unless Yusuke asked for it.

"Okay guys, this whole tension thing is cute and all, but can one of you vague motherfuckers just come out and say what the hell that kiss was about?" He glared up at Kurama, who had regained some of his composure. The weak smile on the kitsune's lovely face was enough to make the teen feel incredibly guilty. Of what though, he didn't know. "Damn it!"

Yusuke's outburst caused even Hiei to groan. "Stop that!" The fire demon snapped. He abruptly appeared in front of the teen, arms clenched tightly to his side. His sword had been discarded somewhere. "Tame your ki, detective, before Kurama and I are writhing on the floor!"

Writhing? The word brought an odd blush to Yusuke's cheeks. Why did it sound so dirty coming from Hiei's stupid mouth? "I...damn. I'm sorry. I don't understand what's going on. Just how many times am I gonna have to apologize tonight?" He took his head into his hands, partly to hide his flushed face. Writhing...the way Hiei said it... Had it been...sexual?

A new impulse swelled inside him, one that caused his whole body to tremble. Yusuke ached to be inside of something so badly...

His ki answered his impulse with a sweltering wave that left the other two gasping for air.

"Fuck! I have to get out of this room. Kurama! You deal with this," the fire demon snarled the order at his partner and then vanished without another word.

Yusuke had raised his head at Hiei's rage, but now that he was gone, his eyes fixed on Kurama. He stared and stared until the kitsune shifted uncomfortably under his gaze. "Staring is quite rude, Yusuke," he muttered softly. The teen, however, hadn't seemed to notice his words. His gaze became heavier as he stood, now peering down.

"What's happening to me? I know you know. Don't feed me bullshit." None of his usual playfulness lingered in his voice. Kurama noted how determination had set upon the youth's face. He would not escape giving an explanation.

Conceding, the fox nodded. "Your demon energy is bursting through your skin, Yusuke. It wants to be satisfied, one way or another." Yusuke shook his head. "Not good enough. Satisfied by what?"

At this, Kurama couldn't help but hesitate. Another wave of agitation rolled off of the spirit detective's body, and the older boy had to bite down on his lips to keep from moaning. "It wants either blood, sex, or both," answered Kurama truthfully. Yusuke's determined face fell; he had not expected that.

"My own energy and body, respectively, respond to that. It's not something so easily done, I admit, although with you I am not surprised. I've always found you attractive, even simply as a human."

By now, Yusuke's earlier flush had faded. His face was pale, and he had a distinct realization that had he still retained a pulse it would be thrumming under his skin. How could this be? _Kurama_ attracted to _him_?

Another question occurred to him then...it sent chills down his spine. "Could this happen with any demon, then?" He ran a calloused hand through his thick hair to brush it out of his eyes with a hollow laugh. "Is every demon gonna be after my dick now or something?" How absurd! Disgusting, even! However, when it came to Kurama..."I'm not gay," Yusuke whispered in response to his own thoughts. "I've never thought about a guy...that way."

The kitsune shook his head in an amused fashion. "It has nothing to do with being gay. Most demons think nothing of sexual orientation the way humans do. It is only a matter of attraction, a compatibility between energies. For example, my preference seems to be hotheaded fools." A joke seemed fitting, if only to lighten the air. "I enjoy a challenge. To be perfectly honest, I only indulge in weaklings when there is a benefit from it."

Yusuke's head swam with this information. Kurama was suddenly sharing so much, almost too much, that he needed to sit down.

"As far as your earlier question goes, there are no doubt others besides myself who would enjoy your company in their bed." The teen wanted to interject, to ask who, but the fox spoke on. "But as I keep reminding you, Yusuke, you will gain control over these things. You have suddenly become thrust into demonhood with little understanding of the nature behind it. But you will learn."

Letting Kurama's words sink in took many moments. He opened his mouth to say something, anything, several times but nothing came of it. Eventually his brown eyes settled upon the carpet of his friends bedroom, and he asked the only question he could think of at the moment. "What time is it?"

The redhead relaxed, having expected the teen to lash out again. Glancing at the clock, he mechanically uttered "two thirty in the morning" before lying back on his bed with a sigh. Exhaustion began to set in, his eyes fluttering shut and his breath slowing. He thought perhaps the teen was also tired, as he had gone quiet. Then a small voice whispered, so very softly that Kurama almost believed he had imagined it.

"I'm attracted to you, too."

Eyes more vibrantly green than ever snapped open, though he dared not move. "What?"

"I said, I'm attracted to you, too. It's just that... There's someone I love." Kurama couldn't believe what he had heard. Could he be dreaming? Of course they all knew Yusuke loved Keiko. And why not? She was very pretty, charming, and had just the right amount of spunk to keep Yusuke in his place. However, no one ever heard him admit it out loud. The teen must have realized this too, for he sounded sad and lost.

Despite his protesting body, Kurama sat up to face his friend dead on. "There is also someone I love. I believe he loves me too, in his own way," he admitted, albeit shyly. Like Yusuke, he had never spoken the words out loud. "But he knows what you are going through, just as I do. We want to help you. At least, I want to. I suspect Hiei simply wants to see why you're so interesting to me."

If Yusuke was surprised by his friends confession, his face did not reveal it."You and three eyes, huh? Kuwabara owes me some money." As quickly as the sadness had entered his soul, it seemed to dissipate, and now he was laughing with his whole body. Infectiously laughing, because before he could object Kurama was laughing along with him.

The laughter died out slowly, leaving both of their energies light, airy, and almost at peace.

Uncharacteristically, Yusuke brought back the seriousness of their earlier conversation. "So, what you're saying is, my choices are fuck around with someone or possibly go homicidal?" His fox friend gave him a grave nod. "Yes. We weren't expecting you to have so much energy left after your last battle. It's overcompensating for it's awakening. Chances are, if we are lucky, this will pass once your body adjusts."

The dark-haired teen gave this some thought. "Well, I can't see myself going over to Keiko's place and demanding some action." He placed a hand on his cheek, reliving every well-deserved slap she left there. "And I also don't see the point in killing anything, unless you have someone in mind?" Kurama gave him a sharp look, as if killing something was the furthest thing from his thoughts.

"Okay, okay, yeah. I get it. Killing isn't what I want to do anyway."

The atmosphere in the room changed subtly, little hairs on the back of the kitsune's neck rising at the implications. Yusuke's eyes boiled into his skin, bringing back the sheen of sweat on the older boy's body. The body that Yusuke currently eyed cautiously.

He hadn't noticed before but Kurama was in nothing but a thin white t-shirt and cotton pajama bottoms. He looked so convincingly human, but still delectable all the same. When had Yusuke begun to salivate? When had Kurama started to look so perfectly fuckable? Demon blood mixed with raging hormones, he guessed?

A long, pregnant pause filled the room. The tension came again, both boys uncomfortable. Yusuke struggled to reign in his ki that seemed to have a mind all its own. His hand too, longed to reach out and run through the kitsune's silky hair. In opposition, every instinct in his mind told him to run. He couldn't stop this. His body had claimed too much control. The teen's eyes widened fractionally, ready to run, when finally Kurama stood. Yusuke instinctively took a step back.

A warm ki reached out and practically nuzzled against his own. It was tentative, gentle, and far weaker than anything he'd ever felt from his redheaded comrade, though something about it left Yusuke dizzy.

"I'm not going to do anything to you that you don't want me to," Kurama assured him. "Your energy begs for release; I only mean to give it a way without senseless bloodshed." The energy that touched his had been a distraction, no doubt, for then soft hands rested upon Yusuke's bare shoulders.

Kurama was close to him. Then dared closer. So close Yusuke could nearly taste roses. Their chests touched. His ki burst out in surprise and Kurama, Yoko friggen Kurama, moaned against him with a tremble. Elegant fingers wound into Yusuke's hair, crushing their bodies together.

The detective couldn't move. He couldn't breathe, so torn between wrapping his arms around the deceivingly delicate looking boy or shoving him away entirely.

Lost in his own thoughts Yusuke failed to notice the kitsune leaning his head down to place another featherlight kiss on that same damn shoulder, inhaling the intoxicating scent of Yusuke's blood. "You smell of the finest wine I have ever tasted," he murmured, "so rich and regal." Where soft kisses had touched, teeth sank into the youth's shoulder. Rather than grunt with pain, Yusuke moaned when he felt the kitsune's tongue lap up the blood that pooled there. Blushing furiously, the detective turned his head to glare at the wall.

He certainly had not expected to moan.

"Kurama, you're my friend. Friends don't-I can't..." Even to himself, his half-assed argument fell flat. The hands on his shoulders slid down with ghostly pressure, roaming his chest. One long finger brushed against Yusuke's nipple and a growl ripped through him at the unexpected pleasure. Kurama paused to guage his friend's expression.

"I will stop, if you ask me to."

Yusuke could only manage to shake his head. _Don't stop._

* * *

><p>AN: Thank you guys for the follows, and a special thank you to my lovely reviewer! More to come soon!


End file.
